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*¢ OH, for a world in principle as chaste 
As this is gross and selfish! over which 
Custom and Prejudice shall bear no sway, 
That govern all things here.” 
Cowper. 

THE communication of Atcanprr, in our last number, 
opens the way for a remark or two on the duty and expedien- 
cy of friendly intercourse between those of the different Sects, 
who call themselves Christian. Weare not about tosay, that 
all denominations are in our view equally correct, nor would 

we intimate that any important practical truth is obscurely 
revealed in the Scriptures, nor that those who neglect such 
truths are guilty of only a venial offence ; but we do say that 
it isincumbent upon all, who agree irxessentials to cultivate 
amicable feelings, and uniformly to give unequivocal evidence 
of the existence of such feelings. There is every reason why 
they should exist. All such persons, of whatever name, are 
disciples of the same Master—temples of the same Divine 
Spirit—patients of the same great Physician of souls—joint- 
heirs of the same heavenly inheritance—and, emphatically, 
members of the same family, for they are all of the household 
of faith ; and are they notsolemnly bound to exhibit, on every 
occasion, fraternal affection and kindness ? Soon too, the va- 
rious names and distinctions, that now separate them, shall be 
swallowed ‘up, and the title of Christian shall be all in all. 

These-considerations should be deeply engraven upon the 
minds of persons of every denomination, although differing in 
points of minor importance. They should be especially re- 
collected, (and to their shame,) when they refuse to unite in 
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celebrating the matchless love of their ascended Lord. Should 
the children of a family refuse to participate with each other 
in a festival instituted by the departed head of their little 
circle, in commemoration of some exploit of his, which had 
redounded greatly to their benefit ; and should they assign, as 
the reason of this refusal, their difference of opinion concern- 
ing the meaning of certain obscure and contested clauses in 
the Will of the deceased ; how absurd—how unreasonable 
would such conduct be—how repugnant to the spirit of the 
Sacred Volume! Now in what respect does this differ from 
the practice of many on the subject of Christian communion ? 
What an unhappy effect has the exhibition of such a spirit upon 
those without the church! The world, though abundant in 
compassion to its own children, scrutinizes with a minute ex- 
actness, and examines with an eagle-eye the conduct of those 
who profess to follow another master. Let it be seen, then, 
from the most solemn ordinance of our religion, that all who 
are justly named Christian denominations, can lay aside their 
armour, forget their animosities, and give decisive manifesta- 
tions of sincere and mutual regard. 

What would be the Heathen’s opinion of Christianity, should 
he be a spectator of the bitter sectarian disputes sometimes 
existing between those who would be denominated brethren ? 
How could you persuade him of the importance of becoming a 
convert toa Religion, having (as he would suppose) such a 
tendency ? Practical piety speaks a language, which scepti- 
cism itself cannot resist; while no professions can compensate 


' for the want ofit. ‘ Behold, how these Christians love each 


other!” was a confession extorted from the lips of ancient 
infidelity ; how forcibly must the conduct which drew it forth 
have evinced the excellent tendency of our Religion !—Oh! 


that the language might again be heard—“ Behold, how these 


Christians Jove each other!” 
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AN ODE TO MUSICK. 


1. 
DESCEND, and with thy breath inspire my soul ; 


Descend, and o’er my lyre 

Diffuse thy living fire ; 
Oh! bid its chordsa strain of grandeur roll : 
Touch’d by thy hand their trembling accents ring, 
Borne on thy sounding pinions through the sky 
To heav’n, the notes in burning ardour spring, 
And as the tones in soften’d whispers die, 
Love seems to flutter ’round-on his Aurora-wing. 


Il. 


Oh! Muse, who erst in Tempe’s flow’ry vale 

Wert wont to tune thy harp and breathe thy soul, 

And o’er Peneus pour thy dying wail; 

Who, when loud roaring thunders sock’d the poie, 
Burst from the dell and ’mid the growling storm 
Involv’d in lurid gloom thy shining form, 
‘And while the tempest o’er Olympus frown’d 

And light’nings glitter’d round the throne of Jove, 

Thy lyre, with hurried notes and awful sound, grove. 
Seem’d like the voice that rung through dark Dodona’s 


Ill. 


Reclin’d amid the woods that wav’d around. 

Castalia’s crystal fount and murmuring stream, 

While ever-blooming flow’rets deck’d the ground, 

And brighten’d in the summer’s soften’d beam, 

Thy virgins nine with lyres of burnish’d gold, 

Around thy Sylvan throne their descant roll’d, 

And through the mountain glen—the pensive shade, 

A mellow echo would the strain prolong, 

And as around the hollow cliffs it play’d, 

A thousand heavenly harps seem’d answering to the song. 


IV. 


Urania, o’er her star-bespangled lyre, 
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With touch of majesty diffus’d her soul ; 

A thousand tones, that in the breast inspire 
Exalted feelings, o’er the wires ’gan roll— 

The song of night that cloth’d the infant world, 
In strains as solemn as its dark profound— 

How at the call of Jove the mist unfurl’d, 

And o’er the swelling vault—the glowing sky, 
The new-born stars hung out their lemps on high, 





And roll’d their mighty orbs to musick’s sweetest sound. 


V. 


Majestick Clio touch’d her silver wire, 
And through time’s lengthen’d vista mov’d a train, 
In dignity sublime—the patriot’s fire 

Kindled its touch in heav’ns resplendant ray, 
And ’mid contention rase to heav’n again. 

In brightness glowing like the orb of day, 

The warrior drove his chariot o’er the slain, 

And dy’d its wheels in gore ;—the battle’s yell— 
The dying groan, the shout of victory— 

Now like the tempest-gust in horrer swell, 

Now like the sighing breeze in silence melt away. 


VI. 


But when Erato brush’d her flow’ry lute, 

What strains of sweetness whisper’d in the wind, 
Soft as at evening when the shepherd’s flute 

To tones of melting love alone resign’d, 
Breathes through the windings of the silent vale ; 
Complaining accents tremble on the gale, 

Or notes of extacy serenely roll, 

So when the smiling muse of Cupid sung, 

Her melody sigh’d out the sorrowing soul, 


























Or o’er her silken chords sweet notes of gladness rung. 


VIL. 
* But oh Melpomene! thy lyre of woe— 


_ * This stanza was published as a fragment, in No. 10: We had not, at that 
time, permission to print the whole ode. 
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To what a mournful pitch its keys were strung, 

And when thou bad’st its tones of sorrow flow, 

Each weeping muse, enamour’d, o’er thee hung: 
How sweet—how heav’nly sweet, when faintly rose 
The song of grief, and at its dying close 

The soul seem’d melting in the trembling breast-- 
‘The eye in dews of pity flow’d away, 

And ev’ry heart, by sorrow’s load opprest, 

To infant softness sunk, as breath’d thy mournful lay. 


VITT. 


But when thy harp, oh Calliope, rang— 

in Epic grandeur rose the lofty strain, 

‘The clash of arms, the trumpet’s awful clang 

Mix’d with the roar of conflict on the plain ; 

The ardent warrior bade his coursers wheel, 
Trampling in dust the feeble and the brave, 
Destruction flash’d upon his glittering steel, 

While ’round his brow encrimson’d laurels wav’d, 
And o’er him shrilly shriek’d the demon of the grave. 


IX. | 


Euterpe glanc’d her fingers o’er her lute, 

And lightly wak’d it toa cheerful strain, 

Then laid it by, and took the mellow flute, 

Whose softly flowing warble fill’d the plain : 

It was a lay that rous’d the drooping soul, 

And bade the tear of sorrow cease to flow ; 

From shady woods the Nymphs enchanted stole, 

| While laughing cupids bent the silver bow, 
Fluttering like fays that flit in Luna’s soften’d glow. 


X. 


The rage of Pindar fill’d the sounding air, 
As Polyhymnia tried her skill divine ; 
The shaggy lion rous’d him from his lair, 
And bade his. blood-stain’d eyes, in fury shine ; 
The famish’d eagle pois’d his waving wings, 
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Whetting his thirsty beak—while murder rose, 
With hand that grasps a dirk, with eye that glows — 
In gloomy madness o’er the throne of kings, 

And, as she bade her tones of horror swell, 

The demon shook his steel with wild exulting yell. 


XI. 


How light the strain when deck’d in vernal bloom 
Gay Thalia tun’d her lyre of melody, 

And when Terpsichore, with iris-plume, 

Bade o’er her lute her rosy fingers fly, 

»T was pleasure all—the fawns in mingled choirs, 
Glanc’d on the willing nymphs their wanton fires, 
Joy shook his glittering pinions as he flew ; 

The shout of rapture and the song of bliss, 

The sportive titter and the melting kiss, © 

All blended with the smile, that shone like early dew. 


XII. 


Their musick ceas’d, and rising from thy throne 
Thou took’st thy harp that on the laurel hung, 
And bending o’er its chords to try their tone, 

A faintly trembling murmur o’er them rung : 

At each sweet sound that broke upon the ear, 
Started the list’ning throng and gaz’d and smil’d ; 
‘Fhe satyr leaning on his ivy spear, 

Peep’d forth delighted from the flow’ry wild, 

And, while thou tun’dst the keys, the raptur’d soul 
Hung o’erthe flying tones that on the zephyrs stole. 


XIII. 


This prelude o’er, a solemn strain arose, 

As stray’d thy fingers slowly o’er the wire ; 
How grand the diapason and its close, 

As when to heav’n the organ notes aspire, 
And through the gloomy aisle, the lofty nave, 
Swell like the anthem pealing o’er the grave— 
Low muttering thunders seem’d to roar around, 
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And rising whirlwinds whisper’d in the ear, 

The warrior started at the solemn sound, 

Half drew his sword and slowly shook his spear, 

The tiger couch’d, and gaz’d with burning eye, 

In horror growl’d, and lash’d his waving tail, 

The serpent rustled like the dying gale, 

And bade his tongue in purple ardour fly, 

Quivering like lurid flames beneath the midnight sky. 


XIV. 


The fury of the storm is howling by, 

The whirlwinds rush, the bursting thunders roll, 

Grim horror settles o’er the low’ring sky, 

And ruin flashes in the shuddering soul. 

So burst with sudden swell thy awful strain, 

And every blast of war was on the gale ; 

The mad’ning warriors mingled on the plain, 

Loud rose the yell, and rang the clanging mail, : 

The victor’s dripping chariot crush’d the slain ; i 

The raging tiger with a horrid roar 

Sprang on his prey, and dy’d his claws in gore ; 

Rising on spires that shone with every hue— 

Bright crimson, burnish’d gold, and livid blue, 

The serpent hissing ja his burning ire, 

Glanc’d on his flying foe, and fix’d his tooth of fire.. 
XV. 7 

Struck by thy bounding quill, a mellow lay i 

Rang o’er the harp and softly died away ; ; 

As pour’d the descant in the warrior’s ear, | 

The roar of conflict ceas’d along the plain, 

The foes exulting trampled on the slain, 

And shook in mingled dance the glimmering spear; 

In listless ease reclin’d, the tiger lay, : 

And fondly sported with his bleeding prey ; 

At times the serpent wav’d his quiv’ring tail, i 

Then coil’d his folds and all to peace resign’d, 








Listen’d the strain that sported in the wind, 
And hiss’d his pleasure, shrill as sounds the infant’s wail. 


XVI. 


At last a murmur trembled on the lyre, 

Soft as the dirge that echoes o’er the bier, 
Robb’d of his spirit bold, his daring fire— 

The vanquish’d warrior dropp’d a tender tear, 
Leant on his bloody sword and breath’d a sigh , 
And as the tiger spread his claws of gold, 
Fawn’d round thy form and purr’d his extacy—— 
His emerald eyes in languid softness roll’d ; 
The serpent falling gently from his spire, 
Glided with easy sweep along the plain, 

In graceful windings wanton’d round thy lyre, 
And kiss’d the trembling chord that breath’d the soothing 


fstrain. 
C. E. 


—i OO 
TO MISS J—— W. 
I. 


Maiden! an humble boon I crave 
For one who long has been thy slave, 
But who has ever su’d in vain, 
Meeting nought but cold disdain. 


Ik. 
Blue-ey’d maiden ! loveliest, fairest ! 
Give the cornelian heart thou wearest ; 
Cold and stony though it be, 
’Tis kinder than thine own to me. 





Curio. 





